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ST. PATRICK'S CHURCH

It Has Been Refitted and Redeco-
rated by Home Artists.

Handsome Works of Art—Reopened with
a Sermon by Father Ryves—Feast
of the immaculate Conception.

Bt. Patrick’s Church, at the corner of
PDougherty and Short streets, has taken on
an entire new dress In the Interior of the
building. For weeks past fresco artists
and painters have been at work beautify-
ing the inside of the house of worship, and
the end has truly crowned the work. The
Rev. Father O'Donaghue, pastor of the
church, patronizéed home talent almost ex-

clusively in the letting of the contracts, and
the only work upon the decorations not
execnuted by residents of this city was the
painting of the fourteen stations. These
ar+ handsome ofl paintings and were im-
ported from Munich; they are after the
originals of the venerable Brother Schmalzl.
The stations were donated to the church
by parishioners as follows: Charles Regan,
Thomas Hays, Mrs. Mary Griffin, Joseph
Dwyer (2), James Dwygr, Thomas Flaherty,
James Markey, George Elbreg, John Reyn-
olds, Michael Mulcahey, John H. Lynch,

Patrick Daily and John G. Ward. These
stations are set around the walls of the
church in fresco frames, and over each

of them s a painting of a saint. The
saints are taken from all stations ofl life

and wvarious countries; they include the
four evangelistas Sts. Mathew, Mark, Luke
and John and Saint Rose of Lima, of this
country. These paintings were executed
by R. B. Gruelle, of this city, and are
works of fine art. All the froscoing in the
bullding was done by Guido Pressler, also
of this city. The ceiling of the building is
frescoed in blue, dotted with gold and
aluminium stars, and presents a realistic

sky In the light that glimmers through
the stalned glass windows., At elther side
of the altar is a statue. The one to the
left, representing St. Patrick, was donated
to the church by James L. Keach, and that
to the right, representing St. Dennis, by the
Rev. Father O'Donaghue. On the side walls
Oof the recess in which the altar is placed
are the national colors, prettily frescoed,
The work, which has been going on for
weeks, has but recently been completed,
and  Friday night the stations and two
statues were blessed with the usual cere-
monies. There were preseng the Rev. John

Ryves, of St. Ann's Church, at Terre Haute,
who preached the sermon; Very Rey,
Father Scheideler, of St. Mary's; Father
Bavisk and Wade, of St. John's: Father
Alerding, of St. Joseph, and Father Dowd,
of Haughville.

The sermon of Father Ryves was as fol-

lows:

The occasion which brings us together is
& very interesting one. We are here to
witness the biessings of fourteen paintings
which portray the most striking incidents of
that painful journey of our Lord to Mount
Calvary from the court of Pliate, where, un-
Justly condemned. He took up the heayy
cross. He bad already endured the scourg-
ing. He was torn with wounds. The bitter
task must be finished. Through the streets,
and out of the city gates, and up the
mountain road to Calvary they urged Him
along. There the Paasion was consummated,
Mnd at last the grave inclosed Him.

There is a great fundamental truth which

ever leaves the chuarch's thought. Her
easts and worship ever proclaim it. Three
times a day the beils announce it from the
tower. “The word was made flesh and
Awelt amongst us.”

Solemnly you kneel to mass when the

ho!r ;:h.smt» the same, ‘Et incarnatus est
e, etc, eto
To-day's feast, the Immaculate Concep-
tion, reminds you that one woman was ex-
empt from the common human taint of
gin, and this exception was made as a pre-
lude to the assuming of human nature by
God, who at first created human nature in
erfection. The church keeps on sayving, “A
savior has been given to us.” Christ hes
Mved, Christ has died. Christ s God, Christ
is mar. All through the year, through all
the ages, it is being ever repeated, and in
the world till the end of time her voice will
ever proclaim it. This .fact ecrowns her
doctrine and states her mission, and all
her acts are related to this teachinsy, thsat
God s with us. So has He lived, thus qdid
He dile. In tiys way has He spoken. in
the office at Liudes on Christmas she asks,
Preil us, O Shepherd, whom did you see
who hath appeared on earth?' And the
phepherds answer: “We have seen Him who
was born, and the angel cholirs all praising
the Lord™ It iIs by the power of this
truth that the church would reclaim man-
kind. The church teaches by speech, by
E}ctums, by signs and by ceremonies. The
orld does not understand her. It miscon-
truea her and rejects her, as it did our

1 before her. But we, her children,
must understand her. We must know how
she teaches and k~ow her meaning when

e teaches, Now, my brethren, how does
E;e church speak to you? Why the build-

g itsell tells something to you. The cross
n the tower. The bell within the tower.
he holy water at the entrance. These
tations of the cross painted on the wall
l‘ha lighted eandles, the vestments, the
pltar, the ceremonies of the mass. With-
put any preaching at all, these objects,
fSumb, though they be, convey truth to the
fevout Christian soul who opens his flve
yenses to thelr influence.

1 will compare man, body and s=pirit, to a
tower, which tower has filve windows, one

o the north, another to the south, one to

he east and one to the west, and the fifth
pne above, through which the dweller with-
n the tower may see the sky. The tower
s the body of man. The dweller within is
ihe goul. The five windows are his five
genses. The dweller in this tower cannot

out, and all he knows he must find out
ft?ruuxh these windows. Therafore, the
spouse of Christ comes to these windows to
speak to the dweller (the spirit) within the
bodyv. To the ear she speaks by the voice
©( the priest, and with sacred music. To
the smell she brings the odor of incense
and the perfume of flowers. To the eye
ghe brings the pageant of the sanctuary,
the sculptured statue, the painted window,
the figured vestment. In all these ways
to lure the soul upward by the knowledge
of Christ Jesus,

So when the pious Catholic enters the
church the cross away up at the summ.ig
of the altar tells him of the .\1a..umuin' of
Calvary with its cross and its victim. [he
game victim is mystically slain on every
altar during the mass,

The lighted candles tell him that this
guffering man with the thorns on hias head
panging on that cross.lis the light of the
world,. “1 am the light of the werld ¢
who follows me walks not in darkness but

3 have et=rnal life”

‘r'}-‘;-:-_‘; light cheers him if he is melan-
choly. for from the tabernacle he hears
the 'f_,r>rd repeat “"Come to me ell ye “.‘-""
1abor and are heavily burd ned and I will
fresh vou.”
n'}"i;l-- tabernacle at the altar is his tent and
his dwelling. My delight is to e \v!th the
children of men. “Behold, I am with you
all duys even to the consummation of the
“:{11.1 three white linens cm'rri_n_:: the altar
ble remind him that Christ i= holy.
;':.sv, holy, Lord God Sabaoth. The
heavens and the earth are full of His
lory. Al this and more does the very

urnishings of the sanctuhry say 1o p!:n
swhen he comes into this holy place before
mass. He dips his hand in holy water and
repeats, “Sprinkle me with hyssop, O Lord,
and 1 shall be cleansed. Wash me and I
shall be made whiter than snow. And he
does this becaunse he is reminded that he
fs to be present at the great commemors-
tive sacrifice; that he is to stand in spirit
with the sorrowing mother, with Mary
Magdalene and 8t. John for companions,
mear the cross, and see Jesus dle. The
priest now comes out of the vestry (o h‘p-
gin the sacrifice once offered In a bloody
manner, here to be offered in memory, and
§n an unbloody manner. The priest does
ot come to this in his personal capacity.
He does not come as Denis O Donaghue
or Franecls Quigley, or Francis Dowd or
Francis Gavisk or Francis Chatard; no, but

personifying Christ Jesus: not glorify-

g himself but fasting, striking his breast,
gonfessing his sins, saying, “I have sinned
xcesdingly through my fault. Take away,
O lLord, my inlgulties, that 1 may enter

rith pure mind to the Holy of Holies." *“If
L@;L-ruy myself my glory Is nothing,'” says

r Lord, and so the priest comes covered
with the garb that proclaims Christ. Do
;nu often think, plous members of 8t

*atrick’'s, you who are hers to wiiness the
blessing of these pletures that tell the sor-
rowful road to Calvary, do you always re-
member that the mass is a sacred act, a

rama, a dramatization of the passion story.

he atonement for sin through the passion
of Christ; the every day renewal of that
atonement for sin in the holy sacrifice of
the mass. Christ's presence amongset you
fn this church when you gather Iin iis
pame. These things are stupendous facts,

Wh the five windows of the soul's
through tue senses of the body,

the church tel's this stupendous truth to
the soul.

You know that actions speak louder than
words. The drama is thought expressed
through action. In former times men had
passion plays to show vividly the trial and
execution of Jesus; to tell of It was not
enough. They acted it. Now the holy
IMass takes of the nature of an act per-
formed with this intention, ‘‘to show forth
the death of the Lord until He come.”

The robed priest enters.the holy place,
The cord or cincture is about his body.
The cross i{s embiemed on his back. The
attendants accompanying as the disciples
went with Jesus to the garden of Geth-
semane. The sacred action goes on. Pi-
late is seen to wash his hands. Christ's
death is represented in the separate con-
secration of the bread and wine, for this
betokens the separation of the soul from
the body. The burial is shown in the com-
munion.

The maniple work on the wrist of the
priest tells of the handcuffs, the ‘cord
around the body is the rope with whicy he
was hauled to and fro from Annas to
Calphas, from Herod to Pilate. When
the priest turns to salute the people they
think of Christ's words to the weeping
women who met him on the way to Cal-
vary and of his last words to his motner
and St. John, and His promise to the peni-
tent thief and His prayer for his perse-
cutors. As the good Catholic with book
in hand follows the service he sees that
the church is doing here at mass what
Christ commanded, when with the chalice
in His hand at the last supper He sald:
“Drink ye all of this, for this is the challce
of my blood. Do ye this In commemora-
tion of me.""

The church will never let the memory of
Christ perish. She knows how to preserve
His memory and to convey to the soul
of man through every avenue of sense the
truth of His prsence and the greatness of
His love. Let other churches be satis-
fied to keep only the name of Christian
and try at the same time to keep step
with the world and the claims of inflaes
who try to array science against the Cath-
lic Chureh. That church shall be content
to raise the human mind and heart by the
constant display of Christ's character and
doctrine,

To-day the church declares by this fast
of the immaculate conception that Christ's
mother was exempt from all taint and by
that truth did give impetus in the begin-
ning to the social elevation of woman and
struck out on the pathway to human emi-
nence to which the elevation and improve-
ment of woman leads,

This devotion of the stations of the cross
is only one among the many Iindulgence
exercises of plety in the liturgy of the
chrurch. That liturgy Is so varied and man-
ifold in form that it might be compared to
4 great organ having many pipes to pro-
uce every shade of tone from the deep
diapason to the shrillest flute noté, Such
an Instrument in the hands of a skilled
performer can give volce to every feeling
of the human heart and echo our every
aspiration. Just so the church. She =as
various an manifold ways (o an-
swer different natures and minds. She
uses the deeper mysteéries to engage
the Inteliectual glants, for the lighter re-
sults she uses light and color which awake
the fancy and instill knowledge. And this
needs be. For the church is catholic (uni-
versal.) She must have a language for
every soul and she must reach all our
moods and conditions. She follows and imi-
tates nature. The changing year has vari-
ous phases. Nature in the spring hangs
all her leafy banners out, and joy and hope
Eo hand in hand over the earth. Then
comes autumn’s blasts, with flerce notes
swelling, calling to the forest to throw
down her green glories to battle with the
winter storms. The man who saw his dear-
est hopes go down in the storms of life finds
harmony for his feelings, his soul laments
with the autumn winds and he calls black
night his brother. He loves to see the
storms beat madly on the withered fields
till all lies shattered like his broken hopes.
When at last the soft, white mantie of snow
covers the world and the wreck of the
storm is hidden beneath, the tired heart
murmurs, prayving: So may I be buried,
too, and my ruined works be forgotten
and hidden beneath the mantle of forgive-
Ness,

Nature furnishes phases to accord with
ecvelry mood. And nature is the oracle of

Ol

So the church has met the conditions of
every age of the world, She can charm the
mind of a Newman or a Brownson with
ner perfect theology and with the little em-
broldered embiem on the priestly robe or
the sacred picture In the window she can
please the fancy of the child and draw
it nearer to God. Individuals differ. One rea-
sons little, and sentiment rulss him. An-
other is devoid of sentimant, and logic
leivds him. But the church speaks In divers
tongues, as the apostics on Pentecost, and
each one hears the womndrous works
of God In the language he under-
stands. All hear her preaching Christ and
Him crucified.

The amiability of Christ wowld have won
for him everlasting admiration, “Learn of
me, for I am meek and humble of heart.”
He came among men, eating and drink-
ing with them, preaching to the poor. He
raised the dead to lfe, and did wonders
to show that he was God, not, however,
to glorify himself, for he enjoined on the
blind man to whom he gave sight that he
should not tell of his cure; and when He
was transfigured on the mountain he coms-
manded Peter and James and John, saying,
“Tell the vislon to no man.”” He went up
to Jerusalem, after having tajight else-
where, and he predicted his own defeat.
General Hooker, before the battle of Chan-
cellorsville, declared he would be victori-
ous. He was overcome by the strategy of
Lee and Stonewall Jackson, and retreated.
The grander a man's genius the more in-
tense his pain at finding himself rejected.
Defeat is bitter, but Christ on the gve of
His passion was more tender and social
than before. He wept over Jerusalem
“ecause she had not known the time of
her visitation.” He made elaborate prepara-
tions for the last meal He was to take with
His apostles. He talked long with them,
He prayed for them, He washed their feet,
He consoled them. 8St. John's head rested
on Fiizs bosom. He gave them the sacra-
ment of His love “With desire I have de-
sired to eat this Pasch with you before I
suffer.” He gave them the command to love
one another, He sang a hymn with them,
and he went out to the garden of olives to
begin his passion. Christ was a hunted
man. Soldiers were seeking Him to take
Him as an evil-doer. No irritable word, no
railing: He seeks sympathy and refuge
in the love of His friends., All seemed
ruired, but His gentieness and sweetness re-
mained. He is more soclable and confiding;
He craves their cheer. He keeps them near
and asks to watch an hour with Him. He
does not lose sight of them till they flee
from Him. His look converts Peter after
the denial. All of these qualities might
well win the hearts of men and prove Him
superior to all others. But by His passion
and His death He drew nll hearts to Him.
“When I am raised up,” ete.,, He sald. By
His death He has overcome the world,
The world might admire Him for His wis-
dom and pralse Him for His gentleness,
but He has been loved because He suffered.
Various and many are the woes of man-
kind. but down to the very depths of des-
olation did Christ descend and every pang
that body or heart or mind can Kknow,
these did Christ suffer.

The suggestion of lewdness to a pure and
innocent woman iIs an Insult keen and cruel,
but who can measure the pain of the in-
sults repeated and multipiled upon the in-
nocent, pure anrd holy Christ hy the rabble
of Jerusalem? “Who can ('(.‘11'."1:—.@-.- ma of
«in?’ was His challenge to His eénemies,
hut now Hp huq (lil('!:f"‘ lii!‘ ‘}”f‘“inl to all
the sins of mankind, and like a man cursed
of a1 He stands charged with all evil. The
agony of it has prostrated Him and blood
igsued from all His body, such is His an-
guish of mind.

A Reminiscence of the Falr,
Emma Carleton, in Kate Field's Paper.

It was Chicago day, and through Hortl-
cultural Bullding an immense crowd was
drifting in slow Hnes among the frulty
exhibite. Suddenly the throng was halted—
something blocked the way. Had anybody
fainted? Oh, no; it was only that two fat
women had suddenly stopped to engage in
an absorbhing and desperate argument.

“1 smell pineapple,” sald the larger one,
sniffing the air vehemently.

“No, sister; you smell ornnges,” said the
other fat woman,

“No. indeed,” reasserted the fatter one
positively. It is pineappie I smell.”

“1 tell you it Is oranges' retorted the
other one, still more positively.

The two ladies were sgtill arguing, when a

small. thin, but courageous man prodded
one of them in the back with his world's
fair umbrella and sald briskly:

“Move on, there. Move on. What do you
mean by blocking the way? Who cares
what you smell? !f'll call a guard, and he'll
make you smell brimstone.”

The blockade was raised, but
belligerents drifted on uncenvinced,

the two |

tncle Josh Defeated.

New York Weekly.

Lawver—Well, my young friend, your Un-
cle Josh determined that you should be a |
farmer. or get nothing from him. He did
not leave you a cent of money, but he
willed you his plow, cultivator, mowing-ma- |
chine, ‘lhrilﬂht Y, [llil'['l}o!»' sawmill, stone
crusher. road scraper and stump puller.

Young Scribler—All right, 1'11 sell them.

Lawver—He has provided agninst that
You cannot gell, or even renl them. You
mu=st use them yourself.

Young Scribler—Very well. 1 will

Lawver—Om the old farm?

Young Scribler—No; I'll write a play and
use them on the stage.

A Cormer.
Detroit Tribune.
Instructress—Naow, Willle,
suppose saved JMoses among
rushes? '
Willle (son of board of trade operator)—
He must have been long on something. l

what
the

do wvou
bulil-

OFFERINGS OF THE POETS.

The Clearer Hail.
(Benjamin S. Parker.)
Thy rapt song makes of Earth a realm of
light
And shadow mystical as some dreamland,
Arched with unfathomed azure—vast and
grand
With splendor of the morn; or dazzling-
bright
With Orlent noon: or strewn with stars of
night
Thick as the daisies blown in grasscs
fanned
By odorous midsummer Lreezes, and
Showered over by all bird songs exquisite.
This is thy voice's beatific art,—
To make melodious all things below—
Calling through them, from far, diviner
space,
Thy clearer hall to us: The faltering heart
Thou cheerest; and thy fellow mortal so
Fares onward under heaven with lifted
face.
—James Whitcomb Rlley.
The Exiles.
Bare blackened boughs
That seem to press
Low skies, storm-swept and pitiless,
Must be the only roofs to house
Or shelter their distress,

They tread by night
Beneath the trees;
Before them, desert distances
Whereon the endless snows are white,
And endless tempests frceze,

Their eyes are bound,
And iron bands
Are heavy on thelir helpless hands,
Ordained to delve the barren ground
Of bleak, unlovely lands,

Week after week,
Across the snow
And weary wastes, they wander so}
No human heart wherein to seek
Surcease of any woe.

Forevermore
Their footsteps wend
Afar from hearth, and home, and friend;
Nor know they what grief hath in store
Before the bitter end.

Whate'er their deeds,
It matiers not;

Their very names shall be forgot;
Their agony, their heartsick needs,
And thelr forsaken lot. ;
—Evaleen Stein.

Life.

Lo, it is night, and yonder is the moon—
The hilltops rise and smile

And the deep vale lies black across the
land— |

There is no sound or song—

Naught moving saving the slowly changing
light

And now an errant star, wild riding down

The far off field of blue, in urgent quest.

O my vain soul! have peace—

The world alone is mine, and I would grow

As a tall tree, into the heavenward alr,

Knitting my roots more deeply in the earth

While day abounds and sunshine warms the
world;

Or, when the darkness and the blast come
on,

Stand high against the battling storm, and
know

The mighty joy of bravery—

For there are life and death, and life is

mine

And death seems far away—a sacred thing.

—Jethro C. Culmer,
Spencer, Ind.

Left Undone.
It fsn't the thing you do, dear;
It's the thing you've left undone,
Which glves you a bit of heartache
At the setting of the sun.
The tender word forgotten,
The letter you did not writas,
The flower you might have sent, dear,
Are your haunting ghosts to-night,

The stone you might have lifted
Out of a brother's way:
The bit of heartsome counsel
You were hurried too much to say.
The loving touch of the hand, dear,
The gentle and winsome tone,
That vou had no time or thought for
With troub'es enough of your own.

The littla act of kindness
So easily out of mind;
Those chances to be angels
Which every mortal finds;
They come in night and silence
Each chill, reproachful wraith
When hope is faint and ﬂagszinf
And a blight has dropped on faita,

For life is all too short, dear,
And sorrow is all too great
To suffer our slow compassion
That tarries until too late.
And it's not the things you do, dear;
It's the thing you leave undone
Which gives you a bit of heartache
At the setting of the sun.

Where Mother Is,

Old-fashioned flowers with fragrance sweet
Bloom where Mother is;

Life's a psalm—a song replete
With jov—where Mother is,

There all woes and sorrows cease,

Naught but rest and heavenly peace
Dwells where Mother is.

The jostling crowd, the wearing din
Are not, where Mother is;

The flaunting rags of shame and sin
Reach not, where Mother {s;

Heart-sick, brain-tired, nerve-racked

Before thy tear-dimmed eyes a goal
Exists, where Mother is.

soul,

All grief and doubt and unbelief,
Flee, where Mother is;

Hope and falith and sweet rellef
Come, where Mother is;

Mother! Mother! name most sweet,

Heaven guide my weary feet
Home, where Mother is.

—Elizabeth A. Vore, in tha Overland.

';‘o Dora.

God's merecy, Dora, what's a kiss,

That you should whimper like a child?
A maid was ne'er o coy as this,

A woodlark never so wild,
There went, I' faith, no niggard nlnch,
You little, becking, sweetbill finch!

Come, loveliness, "tis but the task
Of mating Cupid's red to red;
A rosebud touch is all I ask,
Lift up, dear nun, this shining head!
There! see how good a thing it is—
God's mercy, Dora, what's a kiss?
—Norman Gale,

At .« North Window.
One morning only of the gradual yvear
The sunshine on her window-ledge may
Oh, m:rl\ld not her heart is full of fear
Lest clouds that morning Keep the sun in
thrall.
—Edlth

M. Thomas, in Scribner.

e
A Word

TO BUSIKTSS MEN

Yon want to increase your trade

and THE JOURNAL can help

you. Its columns are open to you
at reasonable rates, and if you
will persistently and judiciously
tell people what you have to sell

you will get customers, in spite

of hard times. TELEPHONE 238
and a solicitor will call, who will
give yon information about your
advertising business that will be

worth money to you.

NOW IS THE TIME.

The most satisfactory one is that which offers the recipient the greatest
amoun? of pleasure fcr the greatest length of time.
An article of Furniture often lasts to be handed down for several gen-

erations.

The display of beautiful Furniture which I can show, suitable for holiday
presents, is unsurpassed in this State.

A large line of Ladies’ Desks; patterns at $10, $12 and $15.
Upholstered Rockers at lower prices than ever.

$6 and $£10.

Upholstered pieces of all kinds and at all prices. Elegant Leather Chairs
for the library.

A large line of Fancy Tables at from $1.50 up.

The best Sideboard in the market for $25.

$15, §

the St

18 and $20.

ate.

Nice patterns at $4, $5,

Patterns of Sideboards at

I will give you better value for your money than any other house in

WM. L. ELDER

43 AND 45 S. MERIDIAN STREET.

NASSAU,  C(UBA,  MEXICO,
THE GEMS OF THE TROPICS,

The magnificent, full-powered steel steamers of the

New York and Caba Mall ~teamship Company
SAIL A8 FOLLOWS: _

Havana, Ouaba, every Wednesday and Saturday.
Progreso, Tampico, Vera Cruz and Mcexican ports,
every Saturday. Nassau, N. P, Santiago and Cien.
fuegos, every other ‘I huarsday. These tours, and
their combinations, offer unrivaled attractions to
tourists. Stemmers have eleotric lights, electrie
bells, all modern improvements andl an unexcelled
cuisine, Nassau hasa the hest Hotel in the West In.
dies, and CArLeE communication with the United
States. Excursion Tickets $60 and npwards.

All particulars and beantifully illustrated descrip.
tive books sent free.  Apply to
JAMES E. WARD & 0O,  Agents, 113 Wall St., N. Y

THE SUNDAY JOURNAL
Will be sent by mail to any address (o
PER AN‘NU“l\I. ._5_3

!
AMUSEMENTS,

ROSE EYTINGE

DnrinE her week's stay in this eit
MARLOWE C0O,, will receiye a

*ru;nilu. and engagements for public or
ngs. Apply at sta\"y door, Grand Opera

day, Tuesday and Wednesday, 11 to 12 a,

with the JULIA
imitedd number of
rivate read.

use, Mon-
m.

Sunday, Deec. 10,
Michigan's Great Patriotic Lecturer,

PAROCHIAL SCHOOLS.”

OR THE TWO REPUBLICS.”

MASONIC HALL

PROY. WALTER SIMS

At3p. m —“THE PUBLIC SCHOOLS VS, THE

At 8 p. m—“THE PRESIDENT AND POPE,

MPIRE THEATER

LIZZIE
EKN

NEXT W

g Y o
BERTOLDI

One Week--December 11

Commencing Monday Night.
Matinee Every Day. |

SAN DEVERE'S OWN CONPANY

.'
!
Headed by SAM DEVERE, the original Whistling Coon. |

BERTOLDI

THE WORLD'S WONDER,
RYAN and RICHFIELD, HAINFS a=1 PETTINGILL,

WENTWORTH, THE ROYAL

and VINIE DAILY, LILLTE WEST-
, GOLDIE and ST. CLAIR, MAY

(3) FIVE,

EEK—NEW YORK

Want Filler

D Cents a Line.
SPECIAL COUPON

If you want a Situation, a Good
Servant, a Faithful Clork, a Desir-
able Boarding Place, or prompt-pay
Lodgers, write just what you want,

plainiy, in the blanks below. Cut
I this out, and send stamps or silver at
{Five CenTs FOR SIX WORDS, to

Tue Jour~ar, Indianapolis Noth-
Img less than 10 cents.

gk DAVID KREGECLO

\\_ JOHN L.KREGELO
e A

INE CUTLERY,
E LATEST

LILLY & STALNAKIER, 64 East Washington St

NOVELTIES,

ROGERS' PLATED WARE.,

AMUSEMENTS.
e e et et ™,

GRANL) OPERA HOUSE

secave o To-Morrow Night

; . D, ) :

Constance, Rosalind, Julia, Beatrice, Viola, Juliet,

To-morrow and Raturday matines, Bh
EKnowles's Fine {)ld Comedy, na

“THE LOVE CHASE.”

Wednesday evening, Sheridan Knowles's
Standard Play,

“THE HUNCHBACK.”

Tuesday evening, Shaksapeare's Charming
Sylvan Idyil,

“AS YOU LIKE IT.”

Th 0 P
e SRS S e

“HUCH ADO ABOLT NOTHING.”

Friday evening, Shakspeare's Musical Masque, —— onﬂ:é B'i‘rmdr. R

“TWELFTH NIGHT.” S“ROMEO AND JULIET.”

PRICES—Nights: Gallery, 25¢: baleony, 50¢ and 750; orchestra and dress
' : L 50; circle, : side 1 -
g‘l:xs;'. t:)l!;‘ﬁ $4. Matines: All apstairs, 35¢; dress circle, 500; crrchu-stn nurl :ul:lb:::l, K:."'\.tl 52.’3

SPECIAL PROGRAMMES, inscribed with th
of twenty or more. Lists must be Left at the box.office three days in alvance " rnsned to theater partics

PARK —THE ATwavs popurAR —THEATER

ALL THIS WEEK Every evening at 8 o'clook,
ANNUAIL, ENGAGEMENT OF

GRAY AND STEPHENS

IN THEIR NEW COMEDY-DRAMA SUCCESS

Matinees dally at 2 p. m.

Signal Laghts

MissMINNIEOSCARGRAY

Assisted by Mr. FRANK WHITE, the greatest black-faced comedian before th blic; Miss LIL
LIAN GRANGER, the sweet singer, aud a carcfully seleoted comw ,?.:,‘;f, e
introducing Mr. W. T, STEPHENS'S

Wonderful Acting St. Bernard Dog,
Russian Ponies. Pet L.amb

And Educated Donkey “Peote.”

POPULAR__ 10c. 20c. 30e.  PRICES

Next week the greatest vaudeville company ever organized,

HOPKINS'S TRANS-OCEANIC SPECIALTY COMPANY




